I can picture your face, framed by the door's tempered glass panel, and the touch of your finger in that SUV as you handed me that Marlboro Light. And the most explosive result. Sheets of heavying downpour slamming the highway lanes.

Swerve left then an almost overcorrection to the right. If I'd been driving, we'd have rolled. I remember clearly looking down, astonished. In more than four decades I've never felt nor witnessed my penis so straining against its own skin and its cloth and zippered confinement. You would tell me after Christmas (the magic word is the magic word) that you had actually achieved climax. What is wrong with us? Have we fallen prey to the jealous efforts of those around us for so long? How long has this been goin' on? as they sing. We needed to stay on the shoulder of that Texas highway. ln the thunderstorm. Disrobed, and holy in our union, began what we have needed all our lives. Even before puberty hit. We needed each other, nothing and no one else. I am typing this in my phone and even touching these letters to the screen, my penis is responding as it was just then. I need to go home. Patty, I asked you permission and it was granted. 

And now. The most explosive result that will occur when we contact even more of our skin.